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- Mrom Chambers' Edingburgh Journal,
WE ARE GROWING OLD,
‘W ate growing old; how the thought will rise,
When & glance is backward cast
On some long remembered spot, that lies
fh silonce of the past:
1t may be the shrive of our early vows,
Or the tomb of early tears;
Bul it seems like a far off isle to us,
. In the stoniny sea of years.
Oh wide and wild are'the waves that part
Our steps from greenness now,
And ‘we miss the joy of many a heart,
And the light of many a brow;
For deep o'er many & stately bark
Have the whelming bollows rolled,
That steered with usé from that early mark—
Ob, friends, we are growing old!

©1d'in the dimness and the dust
* Of our daily toil-and cares,
% wrecks of love and trust
&h our burdened memory bears;
Each form may wear to the passing gaze
. The Bloom of life's freshness yet,
And beams may brighten our latterdays,
Which the morning never met.

Bat ob, the changes we have scen,

' Inthefar winding way;
*T'he graves in our path which have grown

green,
‘And the locke that have grown grey!
The winkers still on our way may spare
' The sable or the gold,
But we saw their snows upon bright hair,
And, friends, we are growing old.

Wo bave gained the world's cold wisdom
noOW,
Welinve learned to pause and fear,
Bat where are the living founts, whose flow
Was a joy of heart to hear?
We have won the wealth of many a clime,
The lore of many a page,
But where is the hope that saw in lime
But its boundless heritage?
Willit come again when the violet wakes,
" And the woods their youth renew?
We have stood in the light of sunny brakes,
Whore the bloom is deep and blue,
And our soul might joy in the spring lime
then,
But the joy was faint and cold,
For it ne'er could give us the youth again,
Of hearts that are growing old.

MESMERIC REVELATION.

BY EDGAR A, TOE.

Whaatevan *doubt may still envelop
the rationale of mesmerism, its slartling
Jucls are now almost universally admit~
ted. Ofthess latter, those who doubt
are your mere doubters by profession—
an uoprofitable and disreputable tribe,
There can be no more absclute waste of
time than the attempt to prove, at the
preseut day, that man, by mere exercise
of will, can so impress his fellow as to
cast him into an abnormal condition,
whose phenomena resemble very closely
those of death, or at least resemble them
more nearly than they do the phhenoms
ena of any other normal condition within
our cognizance, that, while in (his state,
the person so impressed employs only
with effort, and then feebly, the exter-
nal organs of sense, yet perceives, wilh
keenly refined perception, and through
channels supposed unknown, matters
beyond the scope of the physical organs;
that, moreover, his intellectual [aculties
are wonderfully exalted and invigorated;
that his sympathies with_the person so
impreasing him are profound; and dAnally,
that hie susceptibility to the impression
increases with ils frequency, while in
the same proportion, the peculiar phe-
nomena elicited are more extended and
mote pronounced.

1 say that these~-~which are the laws
of mesmerism in its general features—
it would be supererogation to demons
strate; nor shall I inflict upon my read-
ers so needless a demonstration to day.
My purpose at present is a very differs
ent one indeed. 1 am impelled, even in
the teeth of a world of prejudice, to de-
tail without comment the very remarka-
ble substance of of colloquy, ceeurring
net many deys ago belween n gleep wa-
ker and myself.

I had been long in the habit of mess
merizing the person in question, (Mr.
Vankirk) and the usual acute suscepti-
bility and exaltation of the mesmeric per-
ception had supervened. Tor many
months he had been laboring under con-
firmed phthsis, the more distressing
effects of which had beenrelieved by my
manipulations; and on the night of
Wednesday, the filteenth nstant, | was
summoned to his bedside.

The invalid was suffering with acute
Eain in the region of the heart, and

reathed with great difficulty, having all
the ordinary symptoms of asthma. In
spasms such as these he had usually
found relief from the application of mus-
tard to the nervous centres, but to-night
this had been attempted in vain.

As | entered his room he grested me
with a cheerful smile, and although evi-
dently in much bodily pain, appeared to
‘be; mentally, quite at ease.

#] gent for you to-aigh,” he said,
“not #0 much to administer to my bod.
ily. milment as to satisfly me concerning
certain psychal impressions which, of
late, have occasioned me much anxiety
and surprise. I peed not tell you how

ical' | have hitherto been on the
topic of the aoul’s immortaliiy. 1 cans
that there has always existed,as
gt very soul which | have beeu
f ~ague; half sentiment of its

al no lime amounled lo conviclion.—
With it my reason had nothing to do-
All atterpts at logical inquiry resulted,
indeed, in leaving me more sceptical
than before, 1 had been advised to
study Cousin. I studied him in his own
works as well as in those of his Euro-
pean and American echoes. The
‘Charles Elwood’ of Mr. Brownson, for
example, was placed in my haods. |
read -it with profound attenlion.—
Throughout 1 found it logical. but the
portions which were not merely legical
were unhappily the initial arguments of
the disbelieving hero of the book. In
his summing up it seemed evident to me
that the ressoner had not even succeed-
ed 1n convincing himsell. His end had
plainly forgotten his beginning, like the
government of Trinculo. In short, 1
was ot long in perceiviog thet il man is
to be intellectunlly convinced of his own
immortality, he will never be so cons
vinced by the mere abstraclions which
have been so long the fishion of the
moralists of England, of France and of
Germany, Abstractions wmay amuse
and exercise, but take no hold upon the
mind. Hero upon earth, at least philoss
ophy, 1 am persuaded, will always in
vam call upon us to look upon qualities
as things. - The will may assent—the
soul—the intellect, never.

[ repeat, then, that I only half felt,
and never intellectually believeds But
latterly there has heen a certain deep-
ening of the feeling, until it has come
so nearly to resemble the acquiescence
of reason, that | find it difficult to dis-
tinguish Letween the two. | am enabled,
too, plainly to trace this effect to the
mesmeric influence. | cannot better
explain my meaning then by the hy-
pothesis that the mesmeric exaltation ens
ables me to perceive a train of con-
vincing ratiocination—a train which,
my abnormal existence, convinces, bul
which, in full accordance with the mes-
meric phenomena, does not cxtend, ex~
cept through its effect, into my normal
condition. ln sleep-waking, the reason-
ing and its conclusion—the cause and
ita effect—are present together. Inmy
natural state, the cavse vanishing, the
effect only, and perbaps only parually,
remains,

These considerations have led me to
think that some good results mights en-
sue from a series of well directed quess
tions propounded to me while mesmer-
ized. You have often observed the pro
found sell-cognizance evinced by the
sleep-waker, the extensive knowledge he
displays upon all points relating to the
mesmeric condition itself; and from this
selfscognizance may be deduced hint
for the proper conduct of & colecism.

| consented of coursc to make this exs
periment. A few passes threw Mr Vans
kirk into the mesmeric asleep. His
breathing became immedintely more
easy, and he seemed to suffer no physi«
cal uneasiness. The following conver-
sation then enswed. V. in the dialogue
representing Mr. Vaokirk, and P. my-
self.

P. are you asleep?

V. Yes—no; I would rather sleep
more soundly.

P. (After a few more passes,) Do you
sleep now?

V. Yes,

P. Do you still feel the pain in your
heart.

V. No.

P. How do you think your present
illneas will result?

V. (After a long hesilalion and speak-
ing as if with effort.) 1 must die.

P. Does the idea of death afflict you?

V. (Very quickly.) No—no!

P, Are you pleased with tha pros-
pect?

V. If I were awake I should like to
die, but now it is no matter. The mes«
meric condition is so near death as to
content me

P. [ wish you would explain yourself,
Mr. Vaokirk. '

V. lam willing to do =0, but it re-
quires more effort than | feel able to

law of impulsion and permeation is mod-
ified. ‘The ultimate, or unparticlec mat-
ter, not only permeates all things but
impels all things—and thus iz all ' things
within iteelf. This matter is God, © What
men vaguely attempt lo embody in the
word “‘thought,” is this matter -in mo-
tion, '
P. The metaphysicians maintain (hat
all action is reducible to motion and
tninking, and that the latter is the origin
of the former, I s
V. Yes; and | now see the fconfusion
of idea. Motion is the action of the
mind—not of thinking. The usparticlog
matter, or God, in quescence, is (as
nenrly as we can conceive it) what men
call mind: And the power of self-move-
ment (equivalent in effect to human vo=
lition) is, in the unparticled : matter the
result of its unity and omniprevalence:
how, I know not, and now cleatly see
that | shall never know. But the un-
particled malter, set in motion by a
law, or qualily, existing within itself, is
thinking. il
P. Can you give me no more precise

V. There are two bodies—the rudis
montal dod the complete; corresponding
wilh the conditions of the worm and (he
butterfly. What we call **denth,” is but
the painful metamorphosis, Qur’present
incarnation is’ progressive, preparatory,
temporary. Our future is perfected, uls
timate, immortal. Thé ullimate life 1
the full design. > X
P. But of the worm’s metamorphosia
we are ,;nl pably cognizant.

V. We, certainly—but not the worm.
The matter of which our rudimental body
is composed, is within the ken of the or-
gans of that body; or more distinctly our
rudamental organs are adapted to the
matter of which'is formed the rudimeatal
body; but.net to that of which the ulti-
mate is composed. The ultimate body
thus escapes our rudimental senses, and
we perceive only the shell which' lalls in
decaying from the inner form; not that
inner form itself; but this inner form, as
well as the shell, is appreciable by those
who have already acquired the ultimate
life,

- P, You have often said that the mes-
meric s:ate very nearly resembled death.

idea of what you term the unpartia led.
matter?y p%."‘r‘
V. The matters of which man is cdg-
nizant escape the senses in gradation.
We have, for example, a metal, a piece
of wood, a drop of water, the alinos«
phere, a gas, caloric, light, electricity,
the luminilerous ether. Now we cull'all
these things matter, and embrace all
malter in one generul definition; but in
spite of this, there can be no (wo ideas
more easily distinct than that which we
altach to metal, and that which we at-
tach to luminiferous ether., When we
reach the latter, we feel an almost irres
sistible iuclination to class it with spirit,
or with nihility. The only consideration
which restrains us is our conception of
ita atomic constitution; and here, even,

an atom, possessing in infinite minute~
ness, solidity, palpability, weight. De-
stroy the idea of the atmoric constitution
and we should no longer be able to re-
gard the ether as an entity, or at lesst
as matter. For want of n better word
we might term it spitit  Take, now, a
step beyond the luminiferous ether—
conceive n matter as much more rare
than the ether as this ether is more rare
than the metal, and we arrive at once
(in spite of all the school dogmas) at a
unigue mass—at unparticled matter, For,
although we may admit infinite littleness
in the atoms themselves, the' infinitude
|of littlenoss in the spaces between them
lis an absurdity, There will be a point
—there will be a degree of rarity, at
which, if the atoms are sufficiently nu-
merous. the interspaces must vanish, and
the mass absoluteiy coalesce. But the
consideration of the atomic constructipn
being now taken away the nature of the
{ mass inevitably glides into what we cons
{ceive of spiril. It is clear, howaever,
that it is as (ully matler as before. The
truth: is it is impossible to conceive spir-
it, since it is impossible to imagine what
isa not, When we flatter ourselves that
we have formed its conception, we have
merely deceived our understanding by
the consideration of infinitely rarefied
matter.

P. But, in all this, is there nothing of
irreverence? [l was forced to repeat this
question before the sleep waker fully
comprehended my meaning ]

V. Can you say why matter should be
less reverenced than mind? But you
forgot that the matter of which I speak
is, in all respects the very *‘mind” or
“spirit” of the schools, so far as 1egards
its high capacities, and is, moreover, the
“'matter’’ of these schools at the same
time, God, with all the powers attribus
ted Lo spirit, is but the perfection of mat-
ter.

P. You assert, then, that the unpartis
cled matter, in motion, is thought?

V. In general, this motjon is the uni-
versal thought of the universal mind.
This thought ereates. Ailcreated things
are but the thoughts of God,

P. You say “‘ln general.”
V. Yes. The universal mind is God.

mt]ike. You do not question me prop-
erly. 1

P. What then shall [ ash?

V. You must begin ot the beginning.

P'. The beginning! but where is the
beginning.

V. You know that the beginning is
Gop. [This was said in a low, fuctua-
ting tone, and with every sign of the most
profound veneration. |

P, What then ia God?

V. (Hesitating, for many minutes.) |
cannot tell.

P, Isnot God spirit?

V. While I was awake | knew what
you meant by “spirit,” but now it seems
only a word—euch for instance as truth,
beauty—a quality, 1 mean,

P. Is not God immaterial?

V. Therg is no immateriality-—it is a
mere word. ‘That which is not matter is
not at all, unless qualities are things.

P. Is God. then, Material? :

V. No. [This veply startled me very
much.]

P. What then is he?

V. (Afler a long pause, and mullers
ingly. ) | see—but it is a thing difficult
to tell. - [Another long pause.] He 15
not spirit, for he exists, Noris he mat-
fer, as you undersiand if. But there
are gradalions of matlor of which man
knows notling; the grosser impelling the
finer, the finer pervading (he grosser.
The atmosphere, for example, impels or
modifies the electric principle, while the
electric principle permeates the atmos-
phere. Those gradations of matter in~
crease in rarily of finencss, until we ar-
rive at a matter unparlicled—without

Wi existence, Dut this hali seatiment

particles—indivisible—one; und here the

For new individualities, maller is neces-
sary,

P. Butyou now speak of “mind’* and
“matter’” us do the metaphysicians.

V. Yes—to avoid confusion. When
I say *‘mind,”* [ mean the unparticled or
ullllmate matter; by “‘matter” I intend all
else. \

P. You were saying that “for new in-
dividualities matter is necessary.”

V. Yes, for mind, existing unincors
porate, is merely God, To create indis
vidual, thinking beings, it was necessary
to incarnate portions of the divine mind.
Thus man is individualized. Divested
of corporate investure, he were God,
Now, the particular motion of the in-
carnated portions of the unparticled mat-
ter is the thought of man; as the motion
of the whole is that of God,

P. You sny thac divested of the body
man will be God?

V. (Afler much hesitation.) 1 could
not have snid this; it is an absardity,

P. (Referring to my notes.) You did
say that ‘*divested of corporate investi-
ture man were God,”

V. And this is frue. Man thus di-
vested would be God—would be gaindi-
vidualized. But he can never be thus
divested—at least never will ba—else we
must imagine an action of God returning
upon itself—a purposeless and futile ac-
tion.» Man is a creature, Creatures are
thoughts of God, It is the nature of
thought to be irrevorable.

P." 1 do not comprehend. You say
that man will never put off the body? |

V. Luay that he will never be !:o:ﬁ!css.

P, Explain,

we have to seek aid from our notion of|the noture of the volition, or molion, ol

How is this? v

V. When I say that it resembles death,
I mean that it reseniblés the altimale life;
for the senses of my rudimeatul life are
in abeyance; and I perceive external
things directly, without organs through a
medium which 1'ghallemploy in the ul-
timate, unorganized lile.

P. Unorganized?

V. Yes: argans are countrivances by
which the individual is brought into sen-
sihle relation with particular classes and
forms of nalter, to the exclusion of uth-
er classes and forms. ‘LThe orguns ol
man are adapted to his rudimental condi-
tion, und to that only; his ultimate con-
dition, being unorganized. is of unlimit-
ed comprehension in all points but one—

the unparticled matter. You will have
a distinet idea of the ultimate body by
conceiving 1t to be entire bramn.  This it
18 not; but a conception of this nature will
bring you near lo a comprehension of
whatit is A luminous body imparts vi-
bration te the Juminiferous ether. The
vibraticns generale similar ones within
the retina. which again communicale
similar ones to the optic nerve. The
nerve conveys similar ones to the brain;
the brain, also, similar onesto the unpar-
ticled matter which permeates it, The
motion to this Iatter 18 thought, of which
perception is the first undulation. I'his
i3 the mode of which the mind of the ru-
dimental life communicates the external
world; and this external world is limited,
through the idiosyncracy of the organs.
But in the ultimate, unorganized life, the
external world reaches the whole body,
(which is of a substatce having affinity
to brain, na | haove said) with po other
intervension than that of an infinitely
rarer ether than even the luminiferous;
and to this ether--in unison with it—
the whole body vibrates. setting in mo~
tion the unparticled matter which per-
meates it. It is to the absence of idio
syncratic organs, therefore, that we must
attribute the nearly unlimited perception
of the ultimate life 'I'he rudimental be-
ings, organs are Lhe cages necessary to
confine them until fledged.

P. You speak of rudimental ‘beings.’
Are there other rudimental thinking be-
ings than man? :

V. The multitudinous conglomeration
of rare matter into nebulw, planets, suns
and other bedies which are neither neb~
ule, suns, nor planets, is for the sole
\purpose of supplying pabulum (or the
\idiosyncrasy of the organs of an inuity
of rudimental beings, But for the ne-
cesgity of the rudimental, prior to the
ultimate life, there would have been no
bodies such as these. Each of these is
tenanted by a distinct variety of organic,
rudimental, thinking creatures, In all,
the organs vary with the features of the
place tenanted. At death, or metamors
phosis, these creates, enjoying the ulti-
mate lile. and cognizant -of ull “secrets
but the one, pervade at pleasure the
weird dominions of the infinite,

As the sleep waker pronounced these
latter words, in a feeble tone, I observ-
ed on his counlenance a singular ex-
pression, which somewhat alarmed me,
and induced me to awake him at once.
No sooner had [ done this, than, with a
bright smile irradiating all his features,
he fell back npon his pillow and expired.
| noticed that in less than a minute af-
terward his corpse had all the the stern
rigidity of stone.— Columbian Magazine.

Modern Jernsalem,

By the Editor of the Savanna Repub.

Modern Jerusalem is a staunch,
strongly built city, The walls of the
houses are most substantial, and are
built of very compact limestone, which
is mostly of a light or dark cream col-
or. It hasan appearance of great so
lidity, which is increased by the flying
buttresses which every where spring o-
ver the sireets. 'An e:;rlhquat?e that
would demolish a portion of the town,
would be apt to involve the whole of it
in ruin—so compactly is it built togeth-
er. ‘The streets are filthy, and no-
where have I'met so many” wretched
deformed beggars—so many blind help-
less beings—all asking alms from early
dawn to set ofsun.  The exterior of
the houses towards the strects is most
forbidding, looking jail-like and gloomy,
but entering the Courts, you sée more
‘chelrfulness, and some of the terraces
‘have a very commanding look-out.
Domes appear every where. They

rise above the principal rooms of all

‘| defences.

the houses. There isno wood to con+
struet roofs of, and thus the ceilings of
the rooms are pleasingly vaulted, In
no one thing are the accounts ol travel-
lers s0 discrepent as to the modern
town. Some writers draw of it a peer-
less picture, and others paint it in most
E‘laoamz colors, Some perhaps have

en there in the rainy, others in the
bright seasons—as in most cases the
truth seems to be about balf way be-
tween the two extremes. It is neither
g0 good or so bad as it has been drawn,
butitisa very respectable town, far
better than most others in the East,
The modern town does not cover the
whole site of the ancient one. Mount
Zion itself, on the South side, is with-
out the present wall.  On the North,
or more directly on the west side of the
city, the old limit must have been a
mile beyond the present one.  The
wholé ground is eavernous with ancient
cisterns—themselves probably more re-
cent than thosé of the town taken by
the Roman Legions; E;ceE;iug. on
a part of the Northwest side, the limits
o‘Fthe ancient city are well defined.
The mountains are still “round about
Jerusalem” and the features of the
scenery are all bold and grand. On three
sides, the precipitous steeps of the val-
leys impose boundaries beyond which
no building could ever have passed,
It is said, and is doubtless true, that the
wall supporting Solomon’s temple, on
the side of the Valley of Jehosiphat,
was 450 [eet high—On the west, or
naturally the weakest side the tenth
Roman Legion was encamped.—The
present walls are well built and battle-
mented, but they have neither ditches,
counterscap walls, nor other exterior
They are modern, but wor-
thy tobelong to an age when gun-pow-
der was unknown,for they cannot stand
two days against breaching batteries.
The town has now a garrison of about
1500 lubberly Turkish soldiers, and
could be taken by escalade in ten min-
utes, against all the resistenc the garri-
son could offer,

The environs of Jerusalem are very
striking. They form one vast necro-
polis—the very rock being perforated
in all directions with tombs, which be-
%in near the boltom of the valley of

chosiphat, Kedren, Gihon and ITinnon.
These valleys, together with the West-
ern wall, form a cireuit of about two
miles and a half—the whole circum-
ference of the ancient town being, acs
cording to Josephus, rather more than
four ‘miles.

Harrivess.—We have heard a thou.
sandj definitions of the ancient terin
from Priest and Levite, Jew and' Gen-
tile, but none of them ‘square-es ponds,’
as mother Morley used to say, with
our notion.—Forexample, if we shonld
write a homily on this interesting sub-
jeet, it would be after this wise.

_ Happy is the youth whose stomach
is never pinched for the lack of need-
ful ?mvendcr.

Happy is the maiden who sitteth
pensive and alone, communing with her
own heart, when she heareth the first
step approaching of one who shall be
nameless,

Happy is the young man who hath
the good fortuneto win her for him-
self, and the moral courage to pop the
question,

Happy is the young matron who sit-
teth by the cradle of her first born, list-
ning to its artless prattle, and looking
in her day-dreams down the long vista
of the future,

Happy is the man who hath health,
competence and contentment.

Happy is the 'man who feareth not
the sheriff, who turneth not aside for
the constable, and who hath complied
with the injunction of the apostle; “owe
no man any thing.” -

Happy 1s the man who hath not the
tooth achc—who gripeth not with the
cholic—who shaketh not with the ague;
and is vever troubled with the “delire~
um triangles.”

Happy is the man who hath no horse
to lend, and who is never troubled with
the night-mare.

Happy is the locofoco who hath
Leard anansworto the oft repeated
question, “Who is James K. Polk?”

on the election,

All these are happy; but happier far
is he whe hath arrived at a good old
age, and who when he lieth down at
night, can exclaim, “] am at peace with
my God, and I have punctuelly paid
for my newspaper,”

'l want to be shaved,'said a man the
other day toa barber in ——street, ‘but
1 have not time. .

‘Oh that makes no difference,'said the
barber. ‘Nol well if that's the case
shave me” He was shaved and the
tonsor asked for the pay.

‘1 told you, ‘said the customer, ‘that I
had no time. Time is money. Icant
pay you." Soboth were shaved,

Jack, said one sailor te another,
Jack, | don’t want to hurt you fecling,
but shiver my timbers!if [ dou’t believe
yon stole my wateh,’

The lollowing answ er” is definite—

“will you apologise or fight 7’ “Sarc
Iviil? :

Happy is the coon that did not bet.
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NUMBER ONE, '+~ il
This delightful spring-time fids' Suggested
the wdrds of my text; uid I’ hdve cOhclatlea
Lo preach pon this occasion fromi the follow.-

ing: ¢ _ N
What is Zb"t:i?,"-"_':,l_ 1

My hearers—although this 15-8 subjest thak

has epgaged the attention of the grestoak
minds; and one too, over which rthe ;mogt

gified heads have poured their sublimess

| strains, ever since the birth of Eve; atill it re—

maing a profound enigma, - It is e somi
wide as immensity, beautiful, and tereib)

like all other magnets, cannot be ,compres

hended, It is a wild ungoyerpable passic
and lives like the rude child, of the forest,
tamelegs, untamed, It is the glorious ebuli-
tion of our immortal nature—ail, the warm,
wild eymoathies of the human heart, concen~
trated and poured out, in one bold and uamg-
bating stream, Bewa;e legt you get entans
gled in ite meshes, You may full in love just
as ensily asn man folls down stairg; or. ap
slick as your heels will fly of a froety morne
ing—and it will stick to you like the ahirts of
Nessus; or wax oo a warm day. It has lod
captive minds that have ehook the world, It
has caused pretty girls to weep until their
eyes were red as topers noges——and soaps
lccked dandies to commnit suieids, or. what is
avorse get drunk. If all the sighs it has
caused were gathered, aud uttered in one loogy
sorrowful, pitevus, thunder-moan, it would
shake down Lhe Andes, My frieuds—it will
make you romantic,and you will seg more
besuty, and loveliness in all nature, You
will love to wander by the pale light of the
moon—to listen tothe murinurs of rivilete—
and watch tle stare, as they perform. thelr
eternal dinces in the sky. No other passion
is any more to be compared to it, than thg
feeblest taper to those tall fires that blaze, on,
unconsumsed, in the heavens—or the dullesg
houre, to the rapture green eightoen feels
with his Dulcinea hugged go cloge to him Lhat
vou could not get a knife blade between them,
1t is only expressed in the languageof Poeays
It is known aud felt by every refined, right+
thinking woman—it lives in the imugipation
and dreams of men, but is seldom evinced in
hisactions. It has made glad the miserabloat
havel—and cheered the log hut of the mouns
taincer—followed the convict in exile——and
wiped the cold sweat from the brow of (death
—und made greenshorns sick as ar dose of
culomel. Tt is that eternal chain, that girds,
less the world: and binds every warm heart, in
which has been kindled the fires of raligions
and freedom, in one imperishable bond of
sympahy, tight as Sal's cerset, My deas
friends—you may be told by those who are
sick of the world=—who, with faces as long na
a rainbow, wander, fretful, sorrowful, and
melancholy, in the gloomy vales of despon-
dency—by the hypochoudrise, the: nun, the
misanthrope, and the anchoret—that there is,
uo such thing as love, But such sentiments
are the offspring of diecareed minda., Nalurg
never made such animals—they, haye been,
transformed by the insipidity of the heartless,
splenatic world; orelse by their own silliness,
I envynot the mon who can stand unmpyed,
on Thermopyle, Bunkerhill, or the Alamo, or,
any other place congecrated by brave, virtuous,
and glonous actions. Far legs do_ I envy the |
man whose heart is impervious to_the, arzows,
of the blind buby-god—he must, have aheart,
with no more feeling than his boot_hesl,
But. my friends—I trust you will not.endarse
such unphilosophicsl sentiments, so long na
the memory of a father's blessing, & mather',
kindness, or a sistera love, awakes a single
emotion within you—never whilst you chryrish
the scenos of childhood, or loye the green,

spot of your birth—never whilst.you recolloct -

when you pressed the idol of your soul to
your bosom; how yoiir heart j&ﬁ)ni{‘ﬂf ,o‘gr?
hreasl, like a rat in an empty barrel, Thera

is barmony, and (riendship, and love, in all’
nafpre; in every thing that grae}:{lg;( .ié;i&h
on the wide world—~in every blade n';.v(é’nﬁ”—*
in every grean thing under heaven, - We. 'ses
it in the lurid blazs okthe Tightaing; snd the_
tail of tha firofly. We hear it in the rippling |
stream, and the wild, profound, efgr'g;l?, bass,

of tho great océan—in_every. noise from Ylip "

sm allest, perceptible by the air, to lhé cli'i_i‘rga“

L]

thundez-voice, of God in the shy, withoof it

the world would be dull, m’qumj.yl{i\ausl ng!l'uj.

a worldwide desert without .Iw " een
spot, big enough to pastute's gox " There
is love in the zaphyﬁ-w_hﬁypf ﬁg’m
brow, with its breatli sweet as the gales of"
Eden, and nofl'!'.ilii "*‘f!#'k of the W}J
that has only folt'the delighjful Ilimm%.pf_

16 summers. Now it whis; L_&?tw in’

tones sweet as an Eoliin harp—ay |
a voice touching as the wail ?‘“,}. br
heart. We hear it in fﬁuglq_ songs
birds; and borne upon the cqar of imag
we can listen to itas it rings farth from
silver harps of the tedeemed.. It bups.in the
bosom of God—it glorice in the breagt)ot,
Angels—-and warma the heatt of man., 8o .

mote it be. DOW;?&-
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